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spectres   stalked   through   MacArthur's   sweating   and
sleepless ranks, in those tropical jungle swamps.

These men, standing like the Greeks at Thermopylae,
winning precious days in which their nation could mobilize
its strength, were faced with surrender, not because they
were beaten but because fever shook them by the hand.

Colonel Kennard, of the U.S. Army Medical Corps,
has stated that, in the ten days before Bataan fell, more
than 80 per cent of the defenders were suffering from
malaria or dysentry.

Fevered, shaking, sweating, with failing sight and
trembling limbs, beneath a pitiless sun, they fought a yet
more pitiless foe*

In one week, the number of sick men in two hospitals

rose from 4,000 to 7,000.   And those were bed cases only.

One morning, a party of Americans asked to see the

sorely-beset Army doctors who were trying to heal men

without drugs.   The party was led by Major Bill Bradford.

"We want to fly you in some quinine and lashin's,

Doc/', Bradford said.   " We've found some old crates

I guess'd do the job."

Colonel Kennard went to inspect the " crates."
Chief of them was the resurrected amphibian, rescued
from beneath Manila Bay.   It had been repaired with
bits from a scrap dump.

There was also a single-motor civilian Beechcraft
two-seater. There was a ten-year-old Bellanca airbus,
which had been out of use for a year. There was another
civilian machine, so old and so patched with new parts
that the original make was not apparent.

Not one of them carried a gun, or would have dared to
fire it if they had, for fear of the recoil sending the crazy
old machine out of control. The fastest could reach